Prison diary – How police took us from home by force to psychiatric facility in response to our hunger strike


	The pages I’ve already wrote in the hospital I wasn’t able to take with me; so I’m trying to reproduce events again from my memory.

	On Friday night after 9 pm, on April 24, we’ve got a raid of at least 7 police cars at our house. They took us for involuntary admission to psychiatric evaluation at St. Joseph hospital in Hamilton, psychiatric department. With handcuffs on us, they put us, like dangerous criminals, even in different police cars, already pretty weak after weeks of hunger strike we were on against the government corruption – regardless of our weak health state, the dropped us with handcuffs and hands behind our backs on a plastic seats on the back of their cars, without seat belts, and run through bumpy roads like that. That was their beginning of taking care of our bodies. That was also the last moment we saw each other for the next week.

	On our way, I’ve been told it’s all about the letters (of our hunger strike) we went out to various government departments, and also about the “elaborate” article we put out on our blog. (Of course, it’s a political issue, who could doubt! They wanted to investigate WHY people like us wake up from their control.)

	We were put through at least 7 reception windows, all asking the same questions, and only by about midnight were dropped in cells without even windows. Then the police who brought us took off the handcuffs. I saw them intending to leave and asked who is going to bring us home – he said you’ll take a cab; hospital will pay for the ride, or you – that will have to be decided.

	A young resident psychology student visited me, asked a lot of questions, we talked for about an hour. I told all our story – how 4 years ago we’ve discovered unacceptable facts of government atrocities (most documented in our Declaration and in our videos), and 3 years ago we came to the decision that it’d be immoral for us to keep financially support the government after all we knew and we refused to pay property taxes specifically; and that after 3 years and regardless of over a dozen of letters we sent them they issued us an ultimatum that on March 2021 our property will be extorted and we’ll be kicked our on street for not paying them taxes. To object that, we’ve declared the hunger strike leading to death – to demonstrate that the human spirit – the God’s spirit in us – is stronger than any government control. The psychology student listened, asked questions, as to again why we’re taking such radical way, isn’t it another way to influence government – all kind of nonsense… Payed me a compliment for being reasonable and even very elaborate, but to my question whether we can be released to go home how, he answered that his “conscience” tells him it wouldn’t be safe for us as we’re trying to harm ourselves. And he left saying that a psychiatrist doctor will come in the morning for another talk.

	My cell had only a chair, didn’t have even a bed in it. After exhausting myself on that chair, after 3:40 at night, I started getting concerns that they’re creating conditions for us to not being able to speak clearly after the sleepless night, and to fail the “psychological evaluation”. I dropped two towel blankets right on the floor, covered with another, and at least gotten a couple of hours of good sleep, feeling refreshed by 10am.





	Next day, Sunday April 26, a psychiatrist doctor came with similar questions. Said he believes in God; but the values are all confused, of course. Said he cannot release us, either. On when I can see my husband, he said he has to see… because of the COVID… But soon after we were able to see each other, although for a short time, before being transferred from this “Emergency” unit to actual psychiatric hospital.

	Sam happened to be held up in even worse conditions. Without even slippers on cold floor, he developed leg problem. His door was locked and he wasn’t allowed to exit the hallway (while I was able to walk down to washroom and to the water cooler). His room also didn’t have a window; had all that prison cells have: metallic toilet with a tiny sink, a mattress on the floor, and an armchair; that’s it. He wasn’t offered drinking water, nothing.

	At 6pm I was taken first, and at 10pm Sam – to totally separate units of the psychiatric hospital, on a stretcher with belts on…, by an ambulance, to another building away on the mountain in Hamilton.

	When they brought me to my room, it looked like a high-end hotel. It had two beds, one of which I was told will be left empty (but they didn’t Sam to be with me, not even on that floor); it’s 30 sq. m room with private washroom with sink, toilet, huge shower, huge window with a view on a park… All that looked like a “whited sepulchre that appeared beautiful from outside but inside is full of dead bones and all the impurities.”

	As we were repetitively asked before, who of us did the writing work, who was the “head master”, who generated ideas, who did what – was clear why we were there. Political reasons. And as they probably figured out that I did the background work on our blog, wrote mostly blog posts and letters (while Sam did mostly the front end work talking with people, online and in person, although we’re on absolute the same page ideologically and took all the decisions together), they decided to place me with the real psychiatric control freak’s domain.

	That was Sunday, and a “doctor” Fudge visited me, saying that the “psychiatrist” will see me tomorrow. Dr. Fudge, with an assistant (a psychiatry social worker) came with questions again; showed “concern” that we might “harm” our bodies; but himself being fat, I said he’s harming his body every time he eats junk, to which he agreed and laughed off. Yet it changed nothing for us.

	On Monday psychiatrist Dr. McCallough came with his Chinese resident student; took me to a meeting room with three armchairs; doctor almost didn’t open his mouth; his assistant lead the conversation and doctor, like a stenographer, only made records. All went well, I though; all must’ve made clear that I’m not insane; and yet to my question can we go home how? Doctor’s immediate and instinctive answer was “no; not yet”; to my roused brows he hesitated, added they need to talk and think and who now what else… that they’ll come back to me. After a while, his Chinese assistant appeared with a paper stating I was found with a “psychological disorder in my attempt to harming myself” and so they’ve extended my stay for another 14 days, until May 11. But – he added – we will release you tomorrow. One of those lies and tricks! The paper he gave states new “form” I’m under for extended time, and in words – they’ll be releasing me tomorrow. Nothing requires my signature; they’re all protected. I say OK, I hope you won’t betray my trust again – because the first letter I’ve got stated we could only be held there involuntary for 3 days, 72 hours! He promised and left. I highly recommended that Chinese assistant to read Tolstoy – but he said he did, although didn’t remember a single name of the book, he said he read Kant though and refers to some wicked works that are far from having true spiritual meaning; but from Tolstoy he’s running like from a fire – like he’s feeling it’s going to open to him something that will burn his eyes.

	Another lie, beside failing to keep words on the date of our release, I found when Dr. McCallough pretended not knowing where my husband is – he asked me instead if I now where he is, pointing his arms in all sides – ‘is he in this hospital at all?’ – But later we figured out that it was just the same day and time visit he payed to Sam. It made me wanting to through up of such lies.

	So, Tuesday comes and Dr. McCallough comes with Chinese and a female social assistant and interrogate me again – asking here and there seemingly irrelevant political questions. For example, he suddenly asks what I think of COVID. I answered I think that Coronavirus is a hoax. And I referred to the U.S. Secretary of State’s refusal to deny that – when asked by a congressman. And Dr. McCallough was well aware of that – he even helped me recall the name of the Secretary of State. They all studied our blog; they all had our Declaration printed our in their hands.

	When his social assistant tried her very tricky questions on me, and I cut her off, saying “Q&A” sessions are over now, and I’m going to stop answering questions. To which Dr. McCallough replied that it’s too bad, and he hoped that we’d be “working together nicely”. He wanted to keep me as his lab rat, to observe and learn how people reach this spiritual enlightenment that gives them power to stand against all forces.

	So as they left me some hope of soon release, I waited but nothing happened and next day I went to the front desk to inquire. The psychiatry team is located just behind the front desk, so I saw the Chinese assistant, I called him; but because there weren’t any chairs around, and on my 3rd week of hunger I was getting weaker to stand and talk, I felt my head light and leaned it to not to faint. That Chinese, like a hawk, strictly asked have you just been about to faint? Called to take blood pressure from me, which they found low…

	Now Dr. McCallough came with his Chinese assistant to demand that I should give my blood for examination, and if I don’t – they’d have to do it by force (which was another lie, later found – they wouldn’t have right do to that, as Dr. Fudge told Sam right away.)

	After I understood he’s not releasing us and naming even more far stretched dates, I called him a hypocrite. And interesting think I noticed about him. Before, on whatever I’d say, he’d reply calmly “Right”, on the next my response – again “Right”. And when I called him a hypocrite – I heard him saying the same “Right” again! Which means this psychopath is totally indifferent and totally impenetrable to human emotions and you can’t read what he thinks or feel.

	I told Dr. McCallough that he’ll be suffering for what he’s doing. He asked how and whether I am going to make him suffer. I said, no, how could I. He’ll suffer from his own conscience. It won’t leave him alone. He’ll have to drink alcohol, or do something to silence/distract from it.

	Anyway, they presented as if I had no choice and I agreed on a blood test. They took me by stretcher attain by ambulance to the same building I came from, to Emergency, to spend the rest of the day and night in noise waiting for all procedures. I didn’t know there will be no return to my room, so all my papers, notes I took, left there. Blood test showed low potassium, and they panicked that I may die of heart stop at anytime now, and “admitted” me to a CTU (sort of intense therapy department). I refused all the tests from then on, even blood pressure, and just lied there.

	At that time, I’ve at least gotten some freedom – personal phone by my bed, and got a call from my my husband that he was released by his Dr. Fugde – immediately after he declared that he’s passed day 2 on dry fast without water. He’s still in his unit only to wait for me to be released; for full 2 days he waited for me until I suggested that he must use his freedom and go home and take care of our German shepherd dog left in an uncertain condition at home; a new owner we found for him is supposed to come by Saturday. And I felt that my Dr. McCallough would never let me go already, so there’s no point waiting. So Sam left the hospital and continued calling me by phone.

	But I still felt like a prisoner – they assigned me a security guard by my door, sitting the whole day, watching.

	On Friday, someone came informing me that they’ve just found out that we don’t have OHIP coverage renewed. Of course, we refused to pay taxes, how we’d continue using government services? And they said that someone from the billing department… I said we didn’t ask for their “services”, we’ve been taken by force – he said he knows our story, but still… what racketeering! Besides, we’re dying in few days, whom even are they going to bill? Ridiculous.

	Since Wednesday April 29, I quietly stopped drinking water, and on Friday I wrote a letter that I’m on the day 3 of dry fast and blaming Dr. McCallough for my accelerated death. I demanded to be released immediately, and delivered home by ambulance. I asked to photocopy, register my letter and pass it alone to whom it may concern.

	Anyways, my letter brought the result. I’ve never seen Dr. McCallough anymore, the coward. But Dr. Fudge came to say that I’m being released, and my husband can come to pick me up. Hospital stuff suddenly turned cold to me. Regardless of me barely able to walk, they just pointed toward the elevator I can take to get to the entrance hall and out of the building on the parking lot. No stretchers anymore, not even support by the elbow. Hypocrites – they were overdoing their “niceness” game when not needed, and totally cold hearted to a person who’s body is really weak.

	So I’m home how. First night I couldn’t go even indoors; we just dropped camping underpads and sleeping bags on the grass and slept there. That was a relief. I was so weak that thought I’m on the last path to death; but then resumed drinking water as I could to be able to gain some strengths to describe some of our experience and put it out there.

	Other two major unacceptable interference with our life we experienced was with our dog and our carnal son.

	We worried about our dog left alone, but our tenants eventually figured out that we’ve disappeared and started taking care of our dog. At first, Rocky couldn’t stop peeing and pooping as he kept it for 1.5 days. Our tenants found his raw food in the fridge, fed him walked him. And suddenly, by about Tuesday, the police arrived – pet services and ripped the dog from the hands of the caretakers and took them to animal shelter, bastards! Luckily, Sam returned home next day, drove all to the other end of Hamilton, rescued Rocky, had even to pay for his license; poor creature dog squealed the whole way home.

	The second was that Dr. McCallough got very obsessed with contacting our “relatives” and they still did. Whether we wanted to break our hearts, or to influence us, or to break our spirit, or just cause pain. Perhaps that’s because Dr. McCallough is a Jew, raised to hate others, to hate Jesus and the true life teaching, and he’s enjoying doing what he was doing to me. But he’s a failure. He didn’t reach nothing of what possibly could have wanted to achieve. Our carnal son called me at hospital just to blame – for being an “inconsiderate mother for taking decisions that might have affected him,” and screaming at me until I suggested I should stop that call. The he visited Sam at home, just to repeat the same blame. And at the same time he went on taking things he liked, like woodworking machine. That’s all his care about parents dying, and lack of a slightest understanding of the cause we’re standing for. He even came again today, on Saturday, and added pressure; to my ‘my heart can stop at any moment now’ he answered ‘I don’t care’ and continued with his push as why we’d burn all the photographs, why we did this or that in the past… remanding us to admit how many times we were wrong before him, without remembering any good and hearty parent care we provided. He’s pulling us back to all those carnal values… How right Jesus was, saying “If you don’t hate your mother, your father, your son, your daughter, even your own life, - you aren’t worthy of me.”

	And curious thing is, when I mentioned to Dr. Fudge in brief the egotistical reaction of our son, he started even defending him: ‘that’s because you’re so rigid… in your convictions’… They all know. Except Dr. Fudge just recently in our conversation, to my questions if there’s such thing as half-truth, said it’s a “hypothetical question” and started making excuses. After all I said, see, how can we talk any further about loving the truth and following it, which is the whole basis for the spirituality. And they seemed to want to know, as they asked “how to become Enlightened”. They don’t want to give up even a slightest convenience. And talking about being “rigid” about the truth and justice – didn’t Jesus tell “Straight is the path to the kingdom of heaven, and narrow” – and not a crocked, or balanced, or flexible. Dr. Fudge, I remember, after all the horrible story I told about dispossessing the farmers that feed on our taxes, all he took out that there will be “no infrastructure without taxes”. To which I answered, see, you’ve just proved that you don’t care that there are a million of hungry people – mostly farmers themselves – for as long as you have your own dinner (or roads…) And those people are hungry precisely because you have your dinner.

	And a few comments of how Sam’s stay in the psychiatric hospital went. His spirit was so high, that he must’ve surprized all around him, while being on a water fast. Luckily, the regime in his department was a bit easier than in mine; patients were allowed to eat in the kitchen (in my case all under the premise of COVID virus all facility was always kept empty); he talked to a lot of poor patients put on drugs without actual treatment; helped those who couldn’t slept and instead issued terrible noises – just as you’d imagine in hell would be – and slept calmly after Sam talked to them about God and the spirit inside them… Although that regime got scared of Sam’s influence and locked him in his room for over a day – again under the demise of the Coronavirus even he showed to symptoms whatsoever; they pushed him to give them to take a sample from him.

	Upon his leave, Sam asked all the staff at the front desk if any of them wants to apologize in front of him now; it’s their last chance; nobody did; they leaned their faces and kept quiet. At least he created some noise over there.

	That’s in general our story. There’s more to tell – the details of Sam’s talk; the patient’s stories, like one man’s son what shot to death by the police and everything left unpunished and that 65-year old man keeps suffering and that’s the reason of his slight delusion, for which he’s taken in that facility; by the way all the patients in there brought there by force, in handcuffs, like us, - it’s a jail and not a hospital as the hypocrites call it.





